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confined to a cell which was to be his home for several
weeks. It seemed that the end of his career had
come before it had fairly opened. The secret society
had taken unto itself the name of " Vatan," signifying
Fatherland, and the word was one which was as
anathema to the Sultan. The least that Kamal
could expect would be a court-martial and dismissal
from the service., and perhaps he was doomed to
several years in a fortress, Kamal was given plenty
of time in which to cogitate on his fate. The Sultan
never hurried in such matters.
From where he sulked in his cell, the youthful
Kamal could observe the walls of the Yildiz Kiosk,
^here the Sultan, perpetually haunted by the fear
of assassination, also brooded on his unenviable lot.
In the hundreds of compartments of the royal palace,
the Sultan was a virtual prisoner, and a singularly
unhappy one. Never twice in succession did he sleep
in the same bedroom, in order to foil the knife of a
possible intruder. Never did he eat until the food,
which had been specially prepared, had been sampled
in his presence, and even then he would personally
indicate which particular portion of a dish must be
eaten by those of his entourage.
The youthful delinquent had to contend with a
man who was frightened nigh unto death, and his
thoughts were not rendered any the more palatable
when he learned that the Inspector-General of the
Army took a very serious view of the case, and
intended to take a close personal interest in the
conduct of the judicial examination.
Yet the intrigue and chicanery against which even